are shy they are universally shy, with their wife, friends and strangers
alike. They have no relative qualities of behaviour. The result is a
bizarre collage of a people. Money is their standard of success, and
the soul gets lost in the shuffle. Yet the "brave new world" ideality
of their forefathers is inherent in the lifeblood of America, and their
ambiguous symbol is a dollar bill in one hand and a dream in the
other. New Yorkers use the dream to obtain the dollar-bill, and
the dollar-bill to buy the dream, but at the cross-roads of the dream
and the dollar stands Radio City as the temple to Apollo. The sky-
scraper is the concrete fusion of the American ideal which would
pierce the rainbow, and the materialistic capitalism which immured
that ideal forever within the atoms of steel and stone. It is inevitable
that this country produces devils and saints from the same crucible:
the ideal is a two-way catalytic agent.
Hart Crane, the tragic American poet, and last of the Faustian
Romantics, selected the Brooklyn Bridge as a symbol for his long
poem on America. The bridge was to be the symbol of modern
man's continuum, spanning time and space. It was "the harp and
altar of the fury fused". The subway was a vast umbilical cord,
shuttling him through the historical womb of America. That his
poem was ultimately a failure indicates that the Brooklyn Bridge
could not stand the strain of holding both dream and reality, for the
reality has corrupted the dream, and the dream has undermined the
reality. The American, passionately involved in his attempts to
make this double meaning single, is acutely aware of his failure.
It is night once more in New York. The straight avenues of light
end at the sky, pursuing some ultimately significant horizon. The
stars are shining above the city, like an old-fashioned pin-prick view
with a candle behind it. Every skyscraper is a constellation, each
building a solar system of lights. Radio City stands silent and unlit,
a chill wind sweeps through the Promenade. Swift traffic moves up
and down Park Avenue. Restaurant garbage cans are full of uneaten
dinner food, no economies. "Waste not, want not" is never heard*
Never a "clean up your plate".
There is friendliness, hospitality and courageous cheerfulness
among the citizens. They know that the city in itself is so soulless
and cruel. A friend is sick into an apartment-house courtyard sixteen
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